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L. AIDA. When I grow up I'm goin? to ?ave a revolver an5 shoot
the people that steals my jools.

MRS. L. Deary~me, wherever du yu get yure notions ?

L. AIDA. An' I'm goin' to ride on an 'orse be'ind a man; an5 I'm
goin' to ryce trynes in my motor car.

MRS. L. [Dryly] Ah I Yu?um gwlne to be very busy, that's
sartin. Can you sew ?

L. AIDA. [With a smile} Nao.

MRS. L. Don' they tache yu that, there ?

L. AIDA. [Blending contempt and a lingering curiosity} Nao.

MRS. L. 'Tes wonderful genteel.

L. Aida.    I can sing, though.

MRS. L. Let's 'ear yu, then.

L. AIDA. [Shading her bead] I can ply the planner. I can ply a
tune.

MRS. L. Whose planner ?

L. AIDA. Mrs. Brahn's when she's gone aht.

MRS. L. Well, yu are gettin' edjucation I Du they tache yu to
love yure neighbours ?

L. AIDA. [Ineffably} Nao, [Straying to the window} Mrs. Lemmy,
what's the moon ?

MRS. L. The naune ?    Us yused to zay 'twas made o* crame cheese.

L. AIDA. I can see it.

MRS. L. Ah !    Don' yu never go wishin* for it, me dear.

L. AIDA. I daon't.

MRS. L. Folks as wish for the mune never du no gude.

L. AIDA. [Craning out, brilliant] I'm goin' dahn in the street. I'll
come back for yer trahsers.

MRS. L. Well, go yu, then, an* get a breath o* fresh air in yure
chakes. 1*11 sune *a feneshed.

L, AIDA. [Solemnly} I'm goin' to be a dancer, I am.

[She rushes suddenly to the door,, pulls it open, and is gone.

MRS. L. [Looking after her, and talking to herself} Ah 1 'Er've a~got
all 'er troubles before 'er I " Little lamb, 'u made *ee ? " [Cackling}
'Tes a funny world, tu 1                                             [She sings to herself.}

" There is a green 'ill far away

Without a city wall,
Where our deat Lord was crucified,
*U died to save us all."

[The door is opened,, and LEMMY comes in; a little man with a
stubble of dark, moustache and spiky dark* hair / large9 peculiar
eyes he has, and a loot^ of laying his ears back, a look, of doubting,
of perversity with laughter up the sleeve, that grows on those
who havt to do with gas and water. He shuts the door.